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one which displayed in a first-floor window a canary
in a gilded cage gained by just that distinction a
rich individuality of its own. Most of them had big
doors, because most of them were divided into two apart-
ments, and the architect seemed to have supposed that a
door used by two families ought to be larger than a door
used by one. The top panels of these doors were filled
with ground glass, the viewless monotony of which symbol-
ized the outlook of those who lived behind them,

Number Ten with double-fronted single storey and
large basement, crusty-brown pantiles, yellow-plastered
heavy stone walls, and faded blue jalousies gave to the
long faces of its stereotyped neighbours an expression of
mournful disapproval, as if they could hardly bear this
gypsy rebel that refused to come into line. Nor could
they impinge upon its independence, for the thickness of
the stone walls gave it all the advantage of a detached
house ; a pistol might have been fired inside without the
neighbours next door hearing a sound. To compensate
for the lack of height Number Ten stretched back farther
and actually owned a little garden where the old house-
keeper and her family grew vegetables, and where over
the high walls tumbled cascades of Morning Glory, whose
myriads of small parachutes so lustrous blue and buoyant
at the prime hours of the day were shrunk by noon to
clammy membranes of dingy purple. The big room at
the back empty except for a few chairs and small deal
tables served excellently for Waterlow's town agents to
stand by for duty. He had about a dozen of them alto-
gether, whose job was to keep in touch with the gossip
at the cafe's, to notice the arrival of any unexplained
stranger, and to be at hand for urgent enquiries from other